HUNTING PROSPECTS

challenge any identification to be found within the borders
of Arabia ?

Another attraction these mountains had for me was the
hunting they would afford. I had fondly gone over my
new Winchester rifle and ammunition, my butterfly net,
collecting-boxes and surgical instruments, jars of formalin,
packets of arsenical soap, and cotton wool. Arabia, lying
on the borders of three of the great zoological provinces
into which the world is divided, presents problems of
particular interest, and as the museums of the world had
almost no specimens of the fauna of this particular central
south region, the joys of hunting would be enhanced.

My gun I deliberately left behind, for if I shot birds to
prepare them as specimens would demand too much of my
time. My Muscat Arab secretary, *Ali Muhammad, who
had travelled with me on my previous march through these
hills in 1929-30 and prepared the birds I shot, had fallen
ill in Muscat before we started and had remained behind.
As each specimen requires a record of name, locality,
altitude, sex and date, besides its preparation, the question
I had to solve was how best to divide my waking hours
between this and the claims of mapping and note-taking.
But experience solved the problem. The preliminary
rough skinning of a large mammal - so long as I made the
first long incision - could be left to some Badu showing an
aptitude, though the finishing touches could not be en-
trusted to him. The skull, too, could be plunged into hot
water and left to clean itself, the snake or other reptile
needed only to be gutted before immersion in a jar of
formalin; the butterfly and the insect asked for nothing
more than loving care; whereas the normal small bird,
with a skin as delicate as silk, would make excessive inroads
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